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co oz, A ‘CADET RESCUK 


Pe CCA ONE ACI)? 
. a “Hear that?” 
> nm Gadetsa. 
“(What's up?”? 
“Rour!? : 
‘“SOur class. too 1: 
Rush! 1)? 
‘““A hail for‘a rescue—the acadeiny danger ery! 
Hyes and ears wide open, now!”’’ | 
Clif Raraday, always brisk, as he spoke these 
words set a spirited exainple. es 
With his two inseparable chuins and fellow stu- 
- dents—Vic Rollins and Ridgely —he had been pro- 
-- geeding leisurely enough along the dusk-haunted An- 
ae napolis streets. 
nag The trio were returning to the home institution 
= from the practice steamer, Andes, which the day 
“~~ previous had Petgied a brief cruise around Chesa- 
peake Bay. — 
Bi sieer Ane Na eke. Was oe hail of comradeship the world 
over: ‘‘Annapolis Naval Academy.”’ 
Se ‘Cadets, ” meant e aeons Pio Pour’? the olass 
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a TRUE BLUE. 


to which the three belonged, and ‘‘Rush’’ a warning 
or hail of appeal in the present instance, they were 
sure of that. 

The challenge so direct and distinct instantly ad- 
vised the startled plebes that some fellow student was 
31 peril or trouble. | 

“Who is it, I wonder ?’’ asked Vic, with an eager 
stare all around them. ) 

‘‘No—where did it come from ?’’ pressed Ridgely, 
urgently. | 

Clif had inade a bound to the middle of the road. 

There, posed in au attitude of suspense, he raised 
a hand to urge silence. | 

Every way of the crack cadet’s supple forii—every 
expession of his fine, intelligent face, showed trajued 

“Seuses on a needlepoint flutter, groping to locate the 
source of the recent animating hail. 

‘Hush !’? he directed. | | 

‘Rush!’ came the disturbing call, breathlessly 
repeated, but muffled this time. 

“Tsee!” cried Vic, his eyes sweeping the dark, 
deserted street, and halting at a certain part of it. 

‘So do I!? shouted Ridgely. 

Clif had forestalled both of them with a elide—a 
movement, or, rather, a series of them—he had cen- 
tered lis attention on one direct spot. 

Down the rotting, wooden steps of a disinantled 
building some one had rolled. 

It seemed as if he would never cease rolling, for 
he was long, uncoiling, rubbery. 

The cadet uniform in which the figure was garbed 
gave force to the cadet rescue cail. | 

There was ouly one phenomenon of lankness in 
the Fourth Class who could possibly auswer to this 
gyrating bunch, all arms and_ feet, flopping across 
the slanting pavement almost into the eutter, 

‘‘Fishcake!’’ identified Vic, in a flash. | 

‘Look at liim!? gasped the wondering Ridgely— 
‘Shas he had a fit!” . Bene 
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TRUE BLUE. 


“More like a hit!’ supplemented Vic—‘‘some- | 
thing has sent him spiuning.”’ & 

“Somebody, you mean!’ . 

‘(And there he is!’’ | i E 

Meantime, all three of the puzzled, half alarmed 
cadets had kept up a brisk run for the scene of their 
ehum’s extraordinary exhibition. | 

That spectacie unfolded into a series, as they pro- 
oressed. 

Fisheake was the tallest, slimmest plebe in the 
naval academy. 

He was its spryest, too, when fervid occasion drove 
him to forget that indolent, tired feeling which 
seemed to have been born in him. 

He had come rolling down the steps and across the 
sidewalk as if urged by a blow, a push, some mo- 
jueutum not to be immediately resisted. 

As he whirled, something in his hand whirled 

with hini—of small, round form very much resem-. 
bling the pot or brazier that holds a tinker’s kit. 
- As hechecked himself its contents rolled ont— 
half a dozen teols, the watchers fancied, although 
they glittered and gleamed like weapons made of 
the brightest Damascus steel. _ 

Once on his feet Fisheake was a rooted rock— 
solidly based, he whirled erect now, grabbing up in 
either land one of the scattered implements. 

Then the excited runners observed that these were 
not tools, as they had supposed. 

“Knives!’’ muttered Clif, in perplexity. 

‘The wonder of it!’ added breathless Ridgely. 

“Come on!’? towards the dark steps rang out Fish- 
cake’s noisiest twang. 

He brandished his weapons terrifically, swinging 
his lank form so that he covered a sweep of surely 
three yards. 

A slim, wiry fellow, bounding down the steps 
after him, making for him direct, wavered at tls. 

- *Rishcake!’’ hailed Vic, in a shout. 
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TRUE BLUE. 


‘Fhe lank pleb continued to dash and dare heroic- 


ally, but the man he invited to approach darted a 
startled look at the onspeeding trio. 

That instant he whirled, scanned the street like a 
cornered rat, and started down a blind alley straight 
and swift as an arrow. 

‘‘Is he 1nportant ?’? blurted Vie, dazed and uncer- 
tain. “ 

‘Don’t know,’’ drawled Fisheake. 


‘*Who is he?’ 

‘*Don’t know that, either.’’ 
‘*What’s the row, then?’ 
‘*‘No row—hie tackled.’ 


© Ves 2”? 

‘And I—trumped, that’s all.”’ 

Fishcake, through with heroics, dropped his arnia- 
ment and began leisurely brushing off his dusty 
clothes as if flecking away a mere passing trivial in- 

cident. ) 


‘Provoking!’ wnuttered Vic. : 

““Exasperatingly so!’? nodded Ridgely, with 
mmarkedtestiness. ‘‘Next time, young man, paddle 
your own canoe!’’ he added severely to Fisheake. 

“What do you want for your ‘Money ? ?’* blinked 
the latter, innocently. 

“Von hailed us?” 

it eoutse | 'T .dtd. >" 

‘*And——”? 

‘Well, what?’ 

‘The fellow’s got away.”’ 

‘Why didn’t you stop him, then??? inquired Fish- 
cake, benevolently. 

‘*Humph!”’ ae 

‘No humph! I did the fighting part. ‘Want me 
to be the whole circus! You’re crack runners. Put 
after him, 1f you like—Clif has.”? 

Clif had, aud Vic looking expectant, and Ridgely 
bored, both darted after their ceutade, | 
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TRUE BLUE. 5 


ChE had darted after the runner. He had not, like 
the others, wasted time waiting for explanations. 

“Vou’re as good as cross-examined, my man!’ he 
announced, as he saw that the end of the blind alley 
was completely blocked up by a high iron grating. 

It never stopped the runner, although the bars 
caine so close together that they might have daunted 
a’ cat. 3 

“Rubber! putty—boneless!’’ almost shouted Clit 
in the profoundest wancer. 

The fugitive had squeezed between two bars easily 
_as if flattening himself out thus was a mere daily ex- 
ercise. ; : 

He slid to the other side, renewed his dash, turned 
the end. of .the alley, and disappeared from view 
silently and entirely. | 

Vie and Ridgely met their comrade returmng 
from his fruitless spurt. All three came back to 
Fishcake. | 

He had gathered. up the kuives and put them in 
their receptacle. | ec th. ate 

This was a mere iron pail, and the handles of the 
weapons sticking up more than ever conveyed the 
idea of tools. : 

Seated on the steps, whistling softly to himself, the 
Jong plebe was examining one of the weapons eritic- 
ally, rubbing a finger cautiously over the trowel-like 
end, exquisitely keen-edged aud vicious-looking. 

‘“OWho was he?’’ was his first bland interrogatory. 

“Who was he?’ repeated Clif, indignantly, ‘That 
is for you to answer, .I should say!’ 

“Me? Huh! I don’t know him.’’ | 

“Come, Fishcake!’’ ordered Clif—‘‘don’t tantalize 
the fellows.. Whiat are the real merits of the case?’ 

“1 don’t know about the merits,’? answered Fish- 
cake. ‘I was coming down the street, and I sort of 
edged into that doorway.”’ | 

eA fat for?) asked Vic. 
“Well, I was watching—you know how curious I 
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am. Farther back I had seen just such another fel- 
lowJurking with precisely just such another layout 
as this, and if stick sine ase? 

“Suspicious ?”’ helped on Vie. 

“That’sit. didn’t like the looks of things—none 
of my business, but I thought I would watch him a 
nets “bust as I glided in here. bless me! but if right 


on the top step wasn’t the second fellow, fitted out. 


just like the tirst.’’ 


“With the queer kit of -knives?’ ornr aired: 


Ridgely, curiously. 
“You have it. This fellow aearied kes hous 


hissed like a snake, and gave Jue a push. Out ae 


tolled; but I grabbed his. — and took it with me. 
That’s all.’?: . 


Clif took the sample knife out of Ridgely’s s hand, | 


it was of verv peculiar make. 

‘Belongs to a professional knife-thrower’s outfit, 
I should say,’’ commented Vic. 

_ Clif nodded affirmatively, but thoughtfully. 

~ “Tf the man hhadn’t run gw? resumed Fishcake, 


“YT might think he was soe variety fellow out of a 
job, and merely snatching a nap.’ 


‘But two of them!’ suggested A fo 
‘fAnd where’s the other, Fishcake ?’? insinuated 
Clif. ) 

** Oly he*s———? 

Fishcake arose to his full, tall height and peered 
down the street. 

»'' There he is!’ ‘he ejaculated, excitedly. 

‘And inore of it,’’? shouted Vic. 

Two hundred feet away a man had hurried out 
‘rom what seemed to be the rear exit of a restaurant 
facing on the next street. 

He losked nervous, undecided, and his walk, as he 
started up, was a half run. 

Almost immediately, just as he passed some build- 


ings in 1 dark cpus a second form slid out on Pes a 0 ea 
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A 
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walk in his rear as noiselessly as 1f mounted on rub- 
ber-tired roller skates. a 

The four cadets regarded him with intense inter- 
est, for he was just as Fishcake had described— 
‘equipped’? precisely as jiad been his evident ‘‘part- 
ner’? so receutly put to flight. 

In his left hand he carried the same small round 
iron pail. 

Up from it stuck the haidles of the ‘‘tools’’ it 
contained, 

With bis right hand he snakilv withdrew one, and 
while continuing to creep silently, stealthily in the 
wake of the man in advance, he raised this over his 
suoulder with the practiced poise of an expert dart- 
thrower. . 

It left his hand, and, distant as thev were, the cadets 
could hear, sharp and cutting as the buzzing sound 
of a suddenly disturbed bird, an ominous, length- 
ened ‘‘Whizz-zz-z!’ 

‘The man ahead must have sinelled danger, for he 
ducked with a startled jerk. 

So violent was the movement that his hat fell off. 

He did not halt to regain it. 

As the kuife missed him, and circling came down 
on a plank step, it sank fully three inches up to its 
heavily-weighted handle. | 

“Stop; there!’ shouted Clif, vigorously, as the 
would-be assassin reached with prompt fingers for a 
second blade. 

The runner in advance never turned, bulking all 
his energies on distancing a foe he must have iden- 
tified by lis terrifying warning. 

he other shot.a single sharp giance over his shoul- 
der in the. direction of the cadets. 

He estimated distance, his chances, broke himself 
into a run, but his hand, as he did so, dipped and 
arose tliree times in swift succession into aud away 


from the iron pail. 
“One!” 
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‘“Two!”? 

“Three !? 

Chif counted uncer his breath, and in a single 
breath, for the fling of the weapons was rapid as the 
course of flying fish at play. : 

“Struck 1” gasped the petrified Ridgely. — | 
’ Fishcake’s eyes gogeled. Vic could scarcely re- 
press an utterance of wierd horror. | 


One after the other the three knives had landed. 


between the shoulders of the ruuner in advance. 
The first irade ‘him waver. 


The second caused him to plunge slightly with 


more faulty steps. | 

he third brought him to a distinct halt. 

And there he stood, the three knives—bored to his 
vitals, it seemed—glinting and balancing from their 
human sheath. 


CHAP PER - oF 
THE SERPENT RING. 


The man who had hurled the trowel-bladed knives 
did not linger to watch the victim fall. 

Swinging around, he swept the street keenly, ap- 
prehensively, made out the gaping spectators, and 
broke into a swift run. | | 

To be otherwise than curious, was not natural. 
Clif determined to overtake this man. 

“Come on!’ he shouted to the others. | 

He picked up the cap the man had lost as he 
passed it. ‘It was but a second’s delay, but when he 
looked up from stooping the runner had turned the 
next corner, era gee 

At the fourth turn—with no fugitive yet in view 


—lie determined to abandon the chiase. | 
Just then around the next corner camea ragged 


dancing urchin. : 
Putting out his hand 
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who, struggling in affright, hid one arm alarmedly 


behind him. 

“T didn’t steal it Phe ivistatly vociferated. 
{Steal what?” insinuated Clif. 

“The dollar.’ 

‘Oh! you have a dollar there: ? 

"Ves. T havet? 

“Which you just got from a man—rununing bare- 
headed ?”? | 

‘The bov gave a prodigious start. 

CC Oay he ejaculated. ‘‘Are you one of dem mind 
readers ?”’ 

“Never mind— -didn? t. you?’ 

‘*Ves. YY 

“What for?” 

“Me dicer.’’ | 

“Ror your cap??? | 

‘“PDat’s de perlite of it?” 

“Which way—where—see here, do you want 
other dollar ?”’ 

“Got no more di—caps to sell.’’ 

“Rind the man yousold the one you had to,’’ said 
Clif, quickly—‘‘that is all want. Can you?”’ 

SET ANESE. ; 

The bov wheeled like a sprite. 

Memory guided him to the point of barter, and a 


sort of instinct on the trail after that. 


Keeping slightly in advance of Clif, he interro- 
gated one policeman, two peanut peddlers, and a boy 
selling papers. — 

“The latter joined him, and there were two ferrets 
on the trail. | | 

They struck a third, a bie, black—the three grimy 
counsellors hobnobbed like busy ants, and the inerry 
race was continued. 

‘‘Dere vou are!” said the gamin, halting flustered 
and proud before an open door. 

It led up-stairs over a laundry and had a ‘rooms : 


to ent! an on its panels. | 
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“You are sure of it?’’ pressed Clif. 

‘'Deiipsey is,’’ retorted the youngster, indicating 
the third volunteer to the ranks, 

Three pairs of keen eyes twinkled as Clif paid thie 
price of curiosity he might not have pursued ‘only 
for the excitement of the incident under pay. 

Then he went up the stairs.” At their top the door 
was closed. As he touched its knob thie strong 
draught not only swept it back but also a door Oppo- 
site 1t down a hall. 

It was only a glance Clif had of the person in the 
lighted. room beyond, but that was enough.’ 

The occupant so hurriedly slammed the door that 
its key fell to the floor inside. 

Clif heard him fumbling for it. Soon the door 
would be locked. The naval cadet believed in seiz- 
ing time by the forelock on all uncertain occasions. 

He glided to the door. As thie kev fitted he gave 
it a violent push and, despite a pressure, slipped into 
the room. 

‘Who are vou ?”? 

Clif made sure of his unwilling host with a vood 
Jong look before he replied. ) 

He seemed to be a young man of intelligence and 
refinement, but a week’s erowth of his beard, and 
coarse, ill-fitting clothing, that looked out of place, 
concealed the real individual in a measure. 

The man had retreated half way across the room. 
He stood wavering there in a certain irresolute, yet 
defiant, pose. 


~“T sav, what do you want?’ he demanded, as 


Clif did not speak. 


Clif had stuffed his hand in his pocket. There he 


had placed the recovered cap. Now he produced it. 
“T have brought back your cap,’’ he said, quietly. 


“My cap!’ muttered the man, turning paler, and 


ready, Clif saw, to disavow its ownership. 
**Certainly.’”” 
‘‘T have a cap——’’ began the man. 
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“Oh! thatis one you bought from a Os said 
Clif, noticing the one the man wore, two sizes too 
swnall for him. ‘This is the one the knife knocked 
of held on! Don’t searef- Tam a friend——’’ 

The man had taken the@larm. He saw that Clif 
knew of his receut adveuture—he probably feared 
that he was an eulissary of his eneinjes.* 

At all events, with a quick glide he reached an 

cpen window. 

With a quicker one he was over its sill, clutched 
it, slipped clear to a mere fingerhold, and then, 
doubtfully, anxious, threw his eyes over his shoulder 
to get a glimpse of how he would land. 

Clif had been prompt. He could not stop the man 
on his way to the window, but he had him now. 

Stretching out his hands he gripped the wrists of 
the other in a firm, sinewy clutch. 

“Ton’t do it!’ he advised. 

“Unhand me——”’ : 

‘Phen you shan’t do it!”’ 

“Tet go, Lsay!’’ hotly stormed. the other. 

“There’s an area, and the drop is past the first 
floor.”’ 

The man struggled furiously. 

*- Von!’ he breathed—“‘be careful! If I let gox 
pull you with me.”? 

“But you wou’t.’’ ; 

‘But: wil! 

The man had warned—now he kept his word. 

He released his fingers. Clif maiutained the hold 
on the wrists, and~for an instant of time by sheer 
sturdy strength sustained the fellow suspended over 


space. ws 
As he did this he noticed something both remark- 
able and enlightening. 
Beyond the man’s open shirt collar he caught a 


glean. 
‘he mnystery of the harmless knives was explained 
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The aan wore a coat of mail. | ; 

Clif realized his own peril. He could. not «main- 
tain his present unnatural pose for many seconds 
without being pulled over the window-sill—he let YO 
of the captive’s wrists. 3 

The hands slipped through his fingers. As they 
cleared it Clif closed one palin—something was in it. 

‘His ring—pulled clear off his finger!’ exclaimed 
Clif. “My man! you have left belind—mercy !”? 

There was a crash that drowned out the cadet’s 
call. | 

The falling man had struck a roof. It crushed in, 
but with a terrific bound he saved himself from be- 
ing engulfed by the rocking, splintering boards, 

Leaping free of the tumbling ruins he came down 
on the ground headlong with a force that ended ina 
thud. 

Clif fancied he was stunned or had broken his - 
neck, 

~The man aroused himself, however. He stagoered 

to his feet, put his hand to his head, gazed around 
in a dull, dazed way. 55: 

Theu raising his glance he caught ‘sight of Chit 
lifting himself over the window sill to descend. : 

With a startled, hunted cry the fugitive took to 
flight. | ! 

Clif slipped ring and cap into his pocket, aud went 
below to the laundry. | 

Its owuer kuew nothing about his lodger up-stairs 
except that he had rented the room for two- days, 
paid in advance—as he had no luggage—had acted 
in a very secretive and retired Iauner, and his time 
was upsthat evening. 
~ Chf hung around the vicinity fora_ brief period, 
then ran across his fellow cadets trying to find him, —~ 
and all hands returned to the academy. 

“A queer affair,’? commented Ridgely, as they 
went over its details in Clif’s room. | | 
- »,Chf advanced no theories. 
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When the others had gone, however, he carefully 
put away for safekeepiirg the cap the fugitive had 
dropped. 


He knew its owner’s name, for he had found it 
written in red ink inside the leather lining. , 


It was: ‘‘Adrian Grenoble.” 

he ring he examined most curiously. 

It was a large, broad circlet. 

Its top wasa coiling snake formed of tiny tur- 
quoises, with a head represented by a finely cut red- 
dish stone, sunk in which were two eyes of limpid 
diamond flame. 

Clif Faraday slipped the ring on Ins finger. 


— 


CHAPTER ITI. 
A DEAD-CENTER SHOT. 


“Squad A!’ 

“That’s.us!’? declared Fishcake. 

“Attention !”? 

“Do you hear, Clif—attention! not to that pretty 
girl yonder, but to the guns.”’ 

‘Taroet practice! Faraday, show your paces!”’ 

The comiands were official—the added whispered 
hint quite off-landed. 

For over an hour the various squads had executed 
the dashing series of evolutions that always attracted 
and held the attention of Bessie Stuart and Tess 
Herndon. 

These two belles of Annapolis were Clif Faraday’s 
most charming lady friends, but they were not the 
only feminine spectators of the martial maneuvers in 
progress. | 7 

A gay bevy clustered where the reviewiny officers 
overlooked proceedings. — | oe 

Simply overlooked, on this especial occasion, how- 


res Sea , 
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ever, for the cadets, while at work, were also ‘‘on 
show. fs 

It was whispered that some eaapia of considerable 
national inrportauce were amoung the throug—an ex- 
vice president, two senators, and quite a sprinkling 
irom the diplomatic corps. 

Clif had observed several very noticeable strangers 
among them. 


Fisheake’s challenge, in fact, was caused by the 
persistency with which Clif regarded a trio that had 
somewhat interested him. | 

This consisted of a white-haired old gentleman, 
who listened to the firing and the comments with 
bowed head and helpless inquiry in his face, and 
who was manifestly blind. 

Hovering over him constantly was one of the most 
beautiful young women Clif had ever seen. 

She seemed devoted to him—the expression of her 
geutle face was almost angelic. 


Every tine, however, that she met the glance of 
the tall eye-glassed man, who sat beside her father, it 
seemed as 1f a cloud passed over her face. 

This man was an evident foreigner, for he wore 
fierce mustachios, was swarthy, andall kinds of med- 

als and decorations lined the lappel of his half imili- 
tary coat. 


Upon him the blind old man seemed to depend as 
ona son, and his sightless face smiled constantly in 
his direction. 


Clif read in the ensemble thus presented, or fan- 
cied that he read—one of those pathetic human hiis- 
tories that conceal inore than they show on the sur- 
face. 


“The girl dislikes the man, the father favors 
him,’’? he runmunated. ‘‘They look wealthy and re- 
fined, the foreigner quite distinguished. Is it another 
2Ot Giose cases of American wealth and beauty against 
a foreign title?” 


ay 
Tee og 


aw > 

7 . -_ 
at Lae = 2: oP eee 
SAO FL A 


a“ 4 J 
si x % + 
=e, 

oes RC 


PRP Se, PG Fat 
: yank: Sad Se Ew Bel Pee Ee, 


bite ad 
Ms 
at" LS 


by eae P slits , 
el rye ~ ~ 
tes be chi 
R.A 7 


= rs 


TRUE BLUE. 15 


But Clif’s theorizing was promptly checked by the 
call of duty. 

"he officer in charge had given the word for ac- 
tion, aud the squad moved forward to take its place 
behind the new practice gun. 

Over across a cindered reach the marines adjusted 
the massive target, the ‘‘ail ready’? signal sounded 
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3 The loading, sighting, deft handling of the guu— 
Rs as delicately as if the works of a watch were uuder 
: manipulation—all this was engrossing to the adinir- 
i ing spectators. 

He Fishcake’s lank form, Nauny’s extreme littleness, 
¢ Punkins’ plump budding face—all lost personality 


for the moment. 

i. Grim and silent as expert gunners at work, where 
o the loss of a second, the deviation of a tenth of an 
em iuch in sighting, meant ruin or victory, Clif’s gallant 
aides performed their duties like well-trained parts 
of a magically sure and swift machine. 

ree shots had cut the air to strike the target in . 
swift succession—outer rim, inner rim, square dead | 


center, as Vic Rollins had delightedly announced, 


I The roar and majesty of the guns had someting 
i magical to attract, and Clif observed that the super- . : 

7 ‘ntendent and several others, conversing with the 

‘i’ foreion-looking gentleman 111 company with the 

, blind old man andthe beautiful young lady, were 

| looking his way, and apparently discussing the ord- 
nance equipment quite animatedly. x 


The group seemed to be referring some question 
of opinion to the eye-glassed stranger. 

The cool, imperious way in which the latter re- 
sponded, aud the airy wave of his hand, gave Clif an 
idea, somehow, that he posed as an expertin gun- 
Hery: . 

“They are coming this way,’’ he said to his nears 
by companions. ‘ 
““Yes—wonder who he is,’’? murmured Vic. 
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‘A consequential\kind of a guy in his own estima- 
tion, 1 can see that,’’ said Fishcake. if 

“Tl find out who he claims to be,’’ volunteered 
Nanny. | 

The diminutive plebe edged out of the crowd and 
into another one in his usual burrowing, ferret-like 
way. | 


He caine back with mock alarm and. seriousness - 


of face and manner. 

‘“Gitsmachoff powskystephanovitch malahalinski 
purtch— putschk-abalavobosky !’’ he spluttered. 

“Hh!? stared Pun’kin. 

“What's got you?’? demanded Fishcake, with 
flerceness. 

‘Rooshian!’? projected Nanny, with an explana- 
tory wriggle of his face, as if he was swallowing 
quinine. 

‘Russian, is he???’ murmured Clif. 

‘They say so—and a big gun, too.”’ 

‘How big??? queried Pun’kin. 

‘‘Lieutenant-general of naval artillery in the Rus- 
Slall navy.’? 

Whew!’ 

‘*Son of the ex-minister of the Russian marine.” 

6 Fan jo 

‘‘Souvalief—Alexis, first name. Middle names: 


Kun-Nimin, Tsharogeika, Rousalka, Petrovarch 
”) . 


‘‘Daddle do!’? said Kafoozelum. 

‘Yes, that-will do, Nanny,’’ nodded Clif. ‘And 
what is Lieutenant-general of Naval Artillery Alexis 
Souvalief doing here ?”’ | 

‘On his way to Washington to join the diplo- 
matic corps there.’’ 

ret Be) <n ped 

‘Interested in everything naval.”’ 

Naturally.” - 

‘So, took in Annapolis and the academy. Par- 
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“Who is he??? 
“Millionaire Morton of Minnesota—great grain 
king.’? | 
“hat his daughter, vou know?’ blurted Chaun- 
cey De Launcey, a born worshipper of royalty and 
cash, aud the exquisite of the class. | 
q “Tust so, you know!’’ mimicked Nanny.  ‘‘No 
= sheep’s eyes, Chauncey! You’re irresistible, of 
€ course, but they say Miss Morton ana Souvalief are 
engaged.’’ 
| “Sorry for it!’’ said blunt Fishcake. She don’t 
i look happy, and he don’t look——”’ 
a “Square !’’ supplemented Vic, witha vigorous nod, 
eos as his comrade hesitated. . ‘‘ You’re just right, Fish- 
cake. He’s got shifty eyes and a mean nose, ad 
that kills anybody.’’ 
“ Attention!’ came officially, putting all hands 
on a routine good-behavior basis. 
“Dog the honors, Faraday, if necessary,’ 
Clif, and Clif bowed. 
o They were keen observers—that bright, vigilant 
coterie of ‘cadets—and Clif mentally eched Fish- 
ee cake’s opinion of the center of the advancing group. 
To Clif’s way of seeing, the Russian had the hol- 
low ring of base metal clear through. 
Tf he was a genuine aristocrat, he had come up 
from very low depths—and not very remotely, either. 
Mhere was a false, snaky glitter behind the gold- 
mounted eyeglasses, and while the fellow affected 
only a languid interest in what was said and shown, 
Clif could have sworn that all the time he was keep- 
ing a tremendously guarded watch over himself. 
“Boous, as a gentlemau!’’ insinuated Vic rhe ees | 
Clif’s ear. 4 
“TY don’t think much of the Russian navy !’’ whis- 
pered Nanny. 
“We are interested, General Souvalief, in the new | 
artillery experience of your gifted countryman, Vou- ae 
riki,’’ the superintendent was saying. 4 


» reached 
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‘Indeed! indeed!’ smiled the Russian. “Yes, 
Vouriki, my warm personal friend—in fact, I may 
Say mly protege—is quite a rising star.’ 

‘*Vouriki’s system, I believe,’ continued the com- 
wandant, “‘embraces the principle of the oblique 
guns ?”? , 

“Quite so,’? rather slowly assented. the Russian 
——aud dubiously, too, shrewdly watching Clif fan- 
cied. 


Ihe fellow had one nervous trait amid all his 
coinposure. | | 

Just as some men. wil] continuously stroke the 
mustache, bite their finger nails, juggle a toothpick, 
twirl their thumbs, this mau could not resist toying 
witli his necktie. 

It was a mere narrow silken string, 

Clif oticed the nervous maneuver more particu- 
larly because the nan had a most deft and curious 
way of tieing the string into a most complicated and 
unique bow. | 

The knot that Souvalief manipulated was done so 
swiftly that Clif could not help but admire. 

It presented a ‘‘new wrinkle’ that he wauted ‘‘to 
get onto’’—for Clif was progressive—so he was Vigi- 
lantly attentive. 

‘“That’s cute!”’ commented Vic, watching also. 

“The knot?” interrogated Clif. 

“Exactly, 7 

" Yes—a sort of triple diamond.” 

‘How does he do it?” | 

‘Practice, of course—we’l] put in an hour or two 
on it this evening.’ ‘ 

‘‘See how it’s done?” 

“I think so.’? 

“Store it away, then, and we’l] paralyze the crowd 
with our proficiency!” | 

~Yes,’’ spoke Sonvalief—quite in front of Clif 
just here—“the Vouriki Systein’ is to slant the 
piece.” | | | 
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“(Carriage aud all?’ inquired the superintendent. 
“No, answered the Russian. ‘‘I believe an ap- 


a. paratus connects with the elevating aud depressing 
1 gearing——’’ | 
ca Or ake Care. Sito | 
“eg Clif spoke involuntarily, and as he did so he shot 
is out a quick hand. : 
es In a flash something enlightening occurred to 
Re him, too. 


The Russian was either a daring and a careless 
fellow, or a perfectly blunderheaded ignoramus. 
1 eee In showing what he meant, he had moved his 
ie hand across the new practice gun. 
Instead of doing so at its right side, he heedlessly 
fingered the operating gear. 
One snap of the delicate catch, and the cogs and 
wheels would have moved the lever. 
‘Clif, in the urgency of danger, the inipulsive de- 
sire to save from harm, had alinost roughly swept 
the laneuid, shapely hand of the Russian aside. 
Sonvalief flushed angrily, and stared with hauglity | 
severity at the naval cadet. 
‘“How dare you?”’ he began. 
| -Vour hand,’’ Clif tried to explain. a4 
q vice pe aa Ee : 
“Tf you had touched the suap, vour whole arm | 
would have beeu dragged into the crank and 
s erushed.”’ , 
“T did not notice——’’ staimmered the Russian, 
and there he came to a dead stop. 
Clif’s hand still obtruded to keep him from imis- 
chief. | aa 
On Clif’s hand was the serpent ring he had se- 
3 cured so strangely froin the imperilled stranger at 
: the window of the obscure hotel the night previous 
| —the man who had so narrowly escaped the trowel- 
shaped knives. 
The Russian’s eyes fell to this, were glued to it. 
Then an extraordinary thing happened. 
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His utterance was checked in a harsh, sudden 
choking gasp. | | 

His jaws dropped as if a violent internal wrench 
had dislocated them. | 

His eves gave a spasmodic twitels. ) 
_ With a stagger he swayed, bent as if broken in 


two and Jay a lifeless burden in the quickly out- - ae 
stretched arms of the academy superintendent. ae 
| 


CHAR EERUDN: 
CHAUNCEY’S SWEETHEART. ae 


‘It’s a queer go.’ 


“Yes, lightly mystifiyng, Vic.” hte ae 
‘What are vou going to do about it, Clif?” i : 
Just wait.” ) 4 
“For what???’ | on 
‘‘ Developients.”’ | 
| ~ The two chuinsand fellow cadets sat in their room t 
| on the fourth floor of cadet quarters as they con- “at 
versed. 
The grand day of excitement and interest was ue 
drawing to a close. | | , 
Bessie Stuart’s happy smile and ‘Tess Herndon’s 4 
proud handwave of congratulation as he carried off } 
the honors were worth treasuring up, but the sudden é 

crisis at the Russian’s explanation of how they han- ‘ 

dled artillery in the Czar’s navy obseured that re- foo 
: miei) brance—stood out in red_ letter prominence all ee) 
2 by itself. | ee } 
Wg “It was a queer go!’’ repeated Vic Rollins, dis- a a 
ae: cussing the episode now. ‘The Russian went down aa 
A ie like a shot!?? a 
Bee. ‘“Because,’’ assented Clif, gravely—‘‘because he oe 
ae saw that ring on my finger.” en. ; aa 
Pics “That belonged to the man you chased last ‘ =a 
night?” ake — 


rp am 


VOSS oe Ps “3 3 v4 
Whe Qe Ot te : Ln 
Nein 8 en ones See 


Pin, iy taint 
f ee ee Or 
ota jf) 


ne Phi tee ma ee Ry PS brite et ee) Fig wale a 7" ‘ Ae a > 
CIN ee ie RT CREE TT ee, Or ie Nenad, libbn 2 fh ea eae. nike ta nde ate 
ee ee a — o_ > y * tJ * 


‘TRUE BLUE. 
“Ves. )?- | 

“And you think the Russiau recognized it??? 

CT know:-hesdids?. 

Vic looked convinced, but unsatisfied. 

“he reason why I think that it was a sight of 
the 1ing that made the man drop,’? continued Clit, 
‘Sig because when Souvalief opened his eyes after 
fainting away he muttered a naime.’’ 

“Vou heard him ?”’ 

‘td diad.?: 

“And that uame——’’ insinuated Vic. 

“ “Adrian Grenoble.’’”’ 

“lhe name of the man from whose hand into 
yours the ring slipped!” - | 

<The same’ 

“Men there is a connection!’ declared Vic. 

‘*Palpably.”’ | 

‘But what?’ 

“Pine will tell, circumstances demonstrate. ”’ 

“(Mey say Souvalief leaves for Washington in a 
day or two?”’ -. 

“After a reception given in his honor, yes.”’ 

‘’Mhen le carries away the mystery of this affair, 
and we shall never find out anvthing more about it!” 

“JT do not think so,’’? dissented Clif, in a sanguine 
tone, that made Vic more inquisitive than ever. 

“Won't you explain ?”’ 

“There is not much to explain. It seems that 
some one has been around among the cadets during 
the day making inquiries. ”’ : 

“About what??? 

“UViyselt,?° art. 7 

‘Who was it?’ 

‘A mau, J am satisfied, who is a friend or servant 
of this Russian.’’ ) 

“What did he want to know?” 

“Whol was. Then he narrowed inquiry down to 
my jewelry. Then he guardedly alluded to this ring 
itself. I am very sorry I wore it. Somehow, Chaun- 

oh . : 
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The gloating, expectant Nanny—piloting the way 
—halted them at a fence surrounding a small picnic 
grounds. | 

‘“Now, then, you. fellows, order and caution!?? 
cominanded the irrepressible little mischief-maker, 
proudly conscious of his leadership. 

‘‘What’s the joke?’’ asked a cadet who had not 
been let into the inuer ring. 

‘“You’ll soon see. Just follow, and keep mum till 
I give the signal.”’ 

What for? 

‘“To—celebrate.’? 

‘And then——”’ 

“Bust? 

Nanny led the way through one or two mazes of 
shrubbery, and halted his contingent behind the 
loose boards that had formed the stop for air rifle 
practice. 

Cracks an inch wide were soon utilized, and 
twinkling eyes ranged along the interstices. 

A rare siglit imet “the view of the fluttering mob— 
Chauncey was in evidence. 

One or two he had confidently informed that he 
hada date with his mysterious correspondent for 
that afternoon, and had told them where. 

She was to meet him and reveal her name, and 
Chauncey guessed that she would turn out to be 


“that pretty niece of the mayor,’’ or the daughter 


of aretired capitalist summering down the bay at 
Steeple Point. 

Chauncey had sneaked froin the academy to meet 
his appointment in a very secretive way, and all 
hands now divined why. 

He had come to the academy with an idea that 

“everything went,’’ including the civilian attire of 
> Paree.”? the loud checked oddities OLohis iy 
non?’ career —-far Chauncey claimed to have been 
the leading social swell of two seasons in those 
hustling capitals. 
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With all his Anglicized noodle notions, Jlowever, 

te Chauncey had seuse enough to give up many a dar- 
ing break for making a show of his wardrobe before 
the guving cadets. : 

The present occasion seemed to him to be just the 
| time to utilize all his disregarded finery to impress 
) the fancy of an infatuated sweetheart. 

3 Chauncey wore—instead of the natty, becoming 
. cadet cap-—a plug hat! | 
Somewhere in the academy he had got hold of a 
relic show sword—gaudy and glittering with glass 
and gilt—the regulation one was not good enough 
_ for the occasion. 
: He had adopted a monocle, wore a gigantic clirys- 
anthemum in his buttonhole, and yellow kid gloves. 

It was the silk tile that gave the grotesque flavor 
to the make-up--it overshadowed everything else, 
Chauncey himself includded. 

The contrast of the sable, shiny, bell-like head- 
piece to the rest of Chauncey’s attire was so great 
that his top-heavy appearance, as Nauny gleesomely 
declared, was simply ‘‘killing!”’ 

‘““Where’s the girl?’’ questioned Fishcake, ina 
whisper. 

‘“Wait! she’s coming,’’ responded Nanny. 

There she was, with the words. 

Down the path came tripping a conglomeration of 
color and sprightliness that made the knowing ones 
think of a rainbow, and the unknowing ones of a 


} 


fairy. 
4 — 4 
‘Stunning, all the same!’’ commented one of the 
~ latter. 


Chauncey stood there on a quiver, ecstatically 
viewing this seraphic vision of lace, frills, and grace- 
fuliess. | 

He made a bow that nearly broke his back. ‘The 
shy charmer—by accident or design—ran into his 
plug jiat. | e % 

It scrunched, a wreck, and he dropped it,” and 
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Nanny behind the scenes 
enunciated: 


‘‘So shy and confused, yeu know!?? 
"Yahi! choked Pun’ kin, | a 
“Muzzle him!” ordered Nanny, quickly, 
give the whole suap away!?? | 
One cadet sat on the fat. plebe while another 
clapped a hand over hijs mouth. 
Chauncey had escorted his charmer 
kept his hand on his heart, 
A heavy veil had the f 
was that shy—and confi 
shielding, too. 


ePoor happy, blushing face!’ 
‘‘Wow!?’ suffocated Pun’kin, 
his head in the mud. 


Chauncey had dropped to one knee—he had 


toa seat. He 
aud looked important. 


ace of his inamorata, but she 
sed—that she kept her fan 


groaned Fishicake. 
and they chucked 


put 
his silk handkercihef under it. 
He had taken the dainty gloved hand in his own. 
‘‘Now for the oratorical effort of his life!” 


whis- 
pered Nanny. | 


“Oh, ma!’ blatted Pun’kin, at the point of ex- 


‘What was that?” pronounced Chauncey, aris- 
ing suddenly to his feet. “Ah! perchance the bur- 
tuds!’’ he continued, languishingly—‘‘the little bur- 
tuds, come fort} from their little wutruld of love 
and joy and happiness!” | 

Chauncey gave his sword an uy 
struck the canopy of the band stan 

A bunch, a heap, 
valiant stroke, 

It dropped. 


Pward swing—it 


a nest aloit was disturbed by the 


winked solemnly and_ 


‘for hell 
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CHAPTER V. 
ee HE MYSTERIOUS PACKAGE. 


i ~ «Blazes!’? flared Fishicake. 

Pa: “The deuce!’ echoed Nanny. : 

' i Ndr? yelled Chauncey. 

: The languishing lover had precip 

trophe, and all his inattial ardor 

“ Magic. . 

% ‘he buuch that his va 
was a lornet’s nest, and 


| Chauncey’s bare head. : 
: A dozen industrious insects bumped out, got at 


work, and with a yell Chauncey dodged back to a 


safe distance. 
It had not been in Nanny’s programme—this un- 


expected climax—and the little plebe looked startled. 


The ‘Jady’? of the play, assailed by a swati O 
to act ina de- 


itated a catas- 
oozed out like 


liant blade had cut loose 
‘+ fell directly on top of 


estering, piercing torments, began 

cidedly unladylike manner. 
It was probably her cue to g 
| hero, cling to him, and appeal to 
a | Chauncey, however, was only 
Aimself on the present occasion. 
Slashing out with the sword wildly, 
as far as he could go, and there he stoo 

scared to death. 
io yen his concern, deep seated as it was, gave place 
ae toa kindof startling wonderment that overspread 

4 his face like a pall. | 
| His inamorata was only human, and she began 
‘slapping out at the hornets more like a good fellow 
than a fragile, delicate summer wnaiden ! | 

She began kicking out, too, and inside of five seC= 
- onds she was thrashing around like a prize fighter. a | 


lide after her daunted 
him to ‘‘save her!’ 
thinking of saving 


3 | 
he had backed 
d looking half 
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Suddenly she must have got a sting that overcame 
all scruples. | 

Such a roar. burst form her Silvery throat that 
Chauucey's knees bent under him as if he had seen a 
gentle canary suddenly begin to erowl like’ all in- 
furiated lion. 

His fair companion, frenzied to the point of tor- 
ture, tore the thick double vei] from her face. 

“W-w-what!’” shrieked Chauncey, 

It was a black face. 

It was not a feminine face at all! 

There stood revealed Hannibal, dusky henchman 
of the cadets, with whom lle was a general favorite, 
sable scion of the coal-black coon of the acadenry 
kitchen. . 


‘“Cat’s out!” proclaimed Fisheake, breaking from 
cover, 


Get in at the death!” added N 
lessly showing himself. 
‘*W hoof!” spluttered Hannibal, in dead earnest 


only to escape the hornets, and abandoning all at- 
tachment to his recent role. 


“You bituminous degenerate!” 
cey—"TP'll slaughter vou !”? 

‘'Go ’way, now!” 

“PH—DIL hack you to pieces!?? 

‘Don’t be ’diculous! | 

Hannibal] dodged, Chauncey swur 
dangerously. 


Then there was a bace. ‘Tle: attriohted Haunibal 


auny, also reck- 


agonized Chaun- 


ig out lis weapon 


‘forgot stace, and Chauncey all dignity. 


“Dah’s blood in de air—I feels jt!” spluttered 
Haunibal, and put for his life. 

A thorn bush catight one ample skirt. 

Rippetty—rip! and half of Hannibal in 


gave forth a strikng contrast to half of 
full dress silk waist and 


It was the funniest pi 


Overalls 
Hannibal in 
Jaunty picnic hat. 


paint, but Chauncey De 


s 


Launcey, whose rage knew 


cture they had ever helped = 


by re 


Bee 
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no bounds, seemed determined to streak it with an 
additional lurid: hue. 

Clif was really afraid of what might happen if in 
his present mad temper he came up with Hannibal. 

But the dusky sprinter seemed to realize that his 
life hovered in the balance, and made mnighty strides. 

He ran to a barbed wire fence, gave a leap, tripped 
ou the top wire, caine flat on the other side, and 
rolling to a safe distance sat up in the ruined finery 
of lis cousin, Susanna. making big eves at the dis- 
eoimfitted Chauncey, savavely hacking at the wires 
he dared not tempt, gritting his teeth, aud foaming 
at the mouth in a terrifying way. 

Modestly, innoceut-faced, the advance guard of 
the cadets approachied. 

“Hey, Chaunce! What’s the matter?’ jusinuated 

~~ Fishcake, bland and child-like. 

“Matter ?”’ | 

“Tutroduce the lady.’” 
Oh! you horrid!” choked up Chauncey. 

hen he glared at the crowd. For a second he 
meditated a sortie. - But the advancing numbers 


daunted hin. 


“p}]—P]—_—” he spluttered—and streaked it for 


homie. 

Clif had remained in the background. It was 1m- 
possible not to be amused, but he had not urged on 
the sport and folly. 

His mind was on the episode of the moruing, and 
as he saw the show over—as It seemed—he turned to 
leave the spot and get back to the acadenly. 

“Fold on!’ suddenly halted him breathlessly. 

From the opposite direction a rumner dashed up. 

“Hello, Joy!’ hailed Clif. 

“Looking for you!’’ panted the plebe, poking in 
his coat. < ‘‘Iuiportant!?” 

POM atais.t | 

‘What lve got to give you—ral all the way.”’ 

“Aud what have you got to give me?” 
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“ Packgoe.?”. ; 

‘“Who from?” 

“Boy. Said aman sent it. With this message, 
‘Give it to Faraday. ‘Tell him to deliver it without 
delay. -Matter of life and death.’ | hustled.’? 

Clif’s eyes opened wide. | 

He looked extremely curious ag the flustered imess- 
enger tugged inside his coat to bring to light a pack- 
age the size of a two pound box of candy. 

It was tied around tightly, and across the face of 
the box was a plain, clear direction - | 

soir: “Chit Faraday.” 

This first caught the cadets glance. Then a queer 
thrill traversed his frame as he noticed below, in finer 
writing: | 

‘To be sent, or delivered posthaste personally, to 
Mr. Adrian Grenoble.” 

“Ab!” murmured Clif, simply,” bat q:tsagees at 


nimble thoughts began to run riot in’ his active 
mid, 


Who had sent this pacakge—whiat did it contain 2?” 
Why had it been presumed by any one that he 


even knew Adrian Grenoble? 


‘See here!’ said Clif, turning the package over 
and over in his hand, ‘‘the boy——_” 


“Wouldu’t know him again,’’ interrupted Joy, 
tersely. 3 ) 


ape SANT 9) 

“Just what I told you. ’’ 

‘‘Nothing more?” 

~ Not a lisp!” 

Clif stood silent in a brie 
suspicion. 

He glanced up and singled out Vic ailong the 
crowd. 

“Vie! hailed Clif. 2 

His chum hastened promptly to his side. 

“‘Whiat is it, Clif?” he asked, gazing askanc 
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the somber, serious face of his comrade to the pack- 


age in his hand. 
““T just got this,’’ said Clif. 

‘What is it?” 

“A box addressed to me, but 
ss Adrian Grenoble.”’ 
ee COW hy !? exclaime 

 ynan you got the serpe 
‘“Byxactly.’’ 
a And——" 
236 Before Clif could reply t! 
that startled both. 
A horrifying clamor rentethe air. e: 


intended for Mr. 


d Vic, with a start, ‘‘that’s the 
nt ring from!” | 


ere caine an interruption 


CHAPTER VI. 
BANG! 
now!’ challenged Vic, turning 


‘What's up 


sharply. : 
While Vie was guessing Clif was at the spot. 


Into his coat he thrust the package just received. 

“eve me that—quickl' he breathed, jostling 
Fishcake, who had picked up the sword Chauucey { 
had dropped, and who stood staring into the field = —~ 


Ee beyond. 
4 : It was a siall, 
; abutting the picnic erounds. 

There were eight strands of new 
The top one was fully six feet up from 
the lowermost only a few inches. 

To climb overt, through, or under these without 
being ‘‘caught’’ was a mortal impossibility. 

Chauncey De Launcey had seen this, and not be- 
ing of the spry kind had allowed the object of his 
wrath to escape him. . 
- Hannibal had seen it, too, and that was the reason % 


securely fenced, in aunex toa farm- 


barbed wire. 
the ground, 
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that just now he was in a particularly unpleasant 
aud even perilous predicament. 

To Clif—the crack sprinter, the long distance 
jumper of the academy gyluasium—height mattered ‘ 
little. ‘ 

A brief run, a sure spring, and he cleared the top — | 
barbed strand as if he were leaping a two-foot hur- 
dle. | 

What had happened to Hannibal was what might - 
have happened to anybody in that little field with a 
speck of red about lim. ia. 

It was stoutly enclosed because it held a brawny 
steer that was blooded enough to disdain ordinary 
hampers, aud vicious enough to resent an intruder 
on all occasions. | 
- Neither Hannibal nor any of the others had at 
first observed’ thie animal, for it lay half concealed 
behind a pile of hay. 

The great brute espied Hannibal, however, the 
INinute he began to take off the silk waist—about 
all that uow remained of his feminine disguise. 

Miss Seraphina Buckner, his pumpkin-coloted 
cousin, was ‘fa hich born lady,’’ it seemed, for she 
lined her garineuts with red silk. 

ft dangled from his arn now. 
they seemed purposely 


Luring tautalizers, 
set to enrage the steer. It 
veered its course to put anew after the flying Hanni- 
bal. The flying Hannibal put for the other side of 
the field. 3 

“* Keep: running!’ reached 


, his ears in clarion 
warning, 


and the daucing whites of his eyes glittered 


hopefully as he made out the speaker, ‘ 
Whack! , , : 

Clif never stopped as. his feet landed after the 
spring through the air, - - | | 
He posted on, for he tealized the peril of the 
dusky fucitive, He caught up with the steer, dealt ae é 
iat A sounding whack on the flank with the flat edge 4 
_ of the sword, Soe es aes oy 
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eh The animal turned. TMhis cave Howat a breathi- 
ie °° Ine chalice: 
iy | "See that post ?’? cried Clif. 


“T sees it!’ gasped Hannibal. a 
‘$Climb it.’? 
‘“Mistah Faraday——’? 


se OD OF Cae ce ate 

The post in question was a slanting timber sunk 
deep in the ground, on top of which rested the 
crumbling ruins of a large dove cote, | 

As Hannibal shinned up it the Steer turned fiercely 
upon Clif, 

The movement was sudden and terrific, and the 
naval cadet had scarcely time to prepare fully for 
the onslaught. 

There was just one thing he could do: Present the 

| point of the sword. 

: .  Unhesitatingly upon it pounced the animal. 
Whing! the steel bent almost back to the handle. 
Suap Clif Faraday’s sturdy muscle was more 

powerful than the tempered steel. The blade broke 

off at the haft—the point burrowed hanging inthe 
aniimal’s tough hide. | 

Clif made a dodge. He glanced at Hannibal. 

‘Good!’ hailed Clif—‘‘room for two ?”? 

Hannibal had climbed eight feet. ‘There tlie cote 
floored. He reached over its extending edge, drew 
himself up, crashed aside a whole rotten s! hingled 
section of the frail structure, and was safely squat- 
ted. 

Clif was beside him in a Jiffy—breathiless, but tak- 
ing things quite cally. 

The steer was goring at the post, but it barely 

@: quivered. 

i ~ Attention, out there!’ called Clif to the gaping 

cadets in safety range, | 

ies “Hello!” hailed back Fishcake. 
i ale “Going to leave us here all night?” 
“Come down a invited Nanny. 
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Sei. nal" | ) 

‘111 get Chawnce to come and help you.”’ 

“Conte, busy yourselves, or I will come down 
And he will!’ declared Nanny, couvincedly. 
“Hold on, Clif—we’ll get a big rope and trocadero 
his steership!”’ 

‘SAH tient.’ 

“Bump, yo varmint!’’ called Hannibal tauntingly 
down to the steer, which was hurling its great head 
and horns against the post in mad, baffled anger. 
“Hi! hole on, sah! Mistah Faraday! wh’s de trub- 
Hel: 

Clif had given a start, uttering an ejaculation of 
sharp concern. 

One hand groping within his coat, as he instantly 
inissed something that ought to have been there, he 
slightly pushed Hannibal aside. 

The latter saw that the move was the precursor of 
a conteniplated descent. 

((Sa},! Mistali Faraday !’’ he vociferated. ‘* ’Scuse!”’ 
as he pulled Clif’s sleeve detainingly, “‘but yo’ 
mustn’t, deed you mustn’t!”’ 

“Tet go, Hannibal,’’? urged Clif. “TIT inust get 
down!”? 

‘“Say! doan’ do it! Dat ole Satan playing ’pos- 
sum !”? 

The steer had moved from the post and was snuff- 
ing the ground, but with leery, blood-shot eyes fixed 
malevolently upon the two refugees. 


1») 


Clif’s own glance scanned the hoof disturbed grass 


all about the spot. 

He tried to be calm, but he was not so in fact and 
verity. | 

ChHf had lost the package that had been brought to 
him by Dismal Joy just before he had hastened to 
the rescue of his present comrade in elevated exile. 
When and where he did not exactly kuow until he 


had started audaciously below to find ott. ee 
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‘“‘T see it!’ he whispered to himself, and the dis- 
covery caused him a decided flutter. 

There it lay, as it must have dropped from his 
possession 10 wielding the sword to fioht off the an- 
ory animal. ; | 

It was not twenty feet away from the post. Clif 
would have been content to let it remain where it 
was for the present had he not observed that it lay 7) 
right in the course of the roving, unrestful steer. 

‘‘T have lost something, Hannibal,’? he told his 
companion. | 

‘‘Yo’s lost yo’self ef vo’ draps dah below, sah!’ 
expostulated Hannibal. | 

Ane danust recover 1t-——.” 

Clif paused both in speech and progress. At that 
moment the steer had come across the little package. 

It sniffed it, turned it over with its muzzle, staniped 
at it, receded, and fixed a lurid eye upon it. 

| With a rush it poised its horns toward it spear 
| | fashioned, and made a pounce. “~~ 
: Sideways one bony prong struck it, lifted it. 
Whiz! 
) Clif could searcely credit such hurling force to 
§ such a rounding horn surface. 
ia The package, however, went spinning like a_pro- 
jectile fired from a bomb. | 
It met the post about three feet up from the 
ground with a square flat splatter. 
Then— 


Bang! ——— 


CHAPTER: Vit. 


> 


THE TRIPLE DIAMOND KNOT. 


copiitrerr4"? | 
Hauniabl’s eyes opened to their. widest, his teeth 
came together with a slam, and he threw up his sh 
hands to shield his head froma fusilade of wooden = 
= fragments, . fC Besar a 
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“De world cracked wide open!’’ he bellowed— 
‘Owe’s drapped !”’ 

Clif felt the post bend as if split in two, and over 
slanted the cote, a shattered iiass of ruins. 

The affrighted Hanmibal resigned himself to the 
drift of circumstances, but the naval cadet saw whiat 
was coming and prepared to meet it. 

“Tump!? he ordered, but his dusky comrade 
heeded not, and Clif alone sprang free of the falling 
wreck. | 

About the sane moment that Hannibal struck the 
eround almost directly on the top of his head, Clif 
landed safely—though somewhat shocked—on both 
feet. 

A bewildering sight met his astonished view. 

Hannibal lay motionless, the steer in mad affright 
was scudding for the far end of the enclosure, one- 


half of the post stood up only—the rest of it, and the 


cote, lay a mass of scattered kindling wood. 
The post had been snapped off, cut off—blown off, 


Clif now saw at a swift, keen glance—as if it had 


been a mere pipestem. 


Vie had passed t'1e fence—the others were beating 


down the wires to follow. 


“Clif—vou are not hurt??? pressed the former, 


quite pale with solicitude. 
SSN ¢ 
“What has happened ?”? 
“Vou saw better than IJ.’’ 


* 


‘OM flare! a shock as if heaven and earth were rent 


asunder !”’ 


“Precisely, but do you know what it was ?’’ quer- 


jed Clif, rapidly. 

“T couldn’t see exactly. 

“The package I told you about.” 
“(Phe package ?”’ 
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The ground beyond the post bore a hole that re- 
sembled an excavation—sprinkling it was a section 
of the timber reduced to mere fine sawdust. 
‘Dynamite?’ Clif told himself, and shuddered. 
He had to meet and appease the crowding, anx- 
10US, CUrious mob of cadets—sonje of then so excited 
that they trembled. 


The steer had found some: explosive carelessly 
fallen into its path, Clif hinted—result, a miraculous 
escape, | 

Chf gave a keen look at all that remained of the 
mysterious package, and thrust it out of view’ to 
evade 1nquiring eyes. 

He allowed the others to get aliead, as a move 
was imiade in the direction of the acadeniy. 

There was nothing more to keep them oma spot 
that had given them their fill of excitement slice 
sunset, | 


Managing to gradually trail far behind the others, 
Clif halted his friend and himself. 

Vic had noticed Clif’s nervous face imauy times 
during the past few minutes, | | 

He was waiting for just this moment to be alone 
with his chum and fellow eadet. 


a 

“Tn dying with suspense, Clif,’? he avowed— 
‘what have you to tell me?” ; 

“That box was an infernal Inachine,’’ said Clif. 

“Sure thing!” 

‘‘Seut with murderous intent.” 

‘Against vou ?”” 

‘‘No—against the man it was addressed to, in iny ; 


Cate;’” 
“Adrian Grenoble 2?” 
ea. 
“But you didn’t know where he was?” 
2 T was supposed to know by those who sent the wo 
eee box.’?. : : | os 
ip _—s- “Ghouls are at work!” proclaimed Clif, solemnly, 
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‘They ought to be run down and strung up, then! 
Whiy, this is worse than tle trowel-shaped knives!”’ 
‘The two crimes conuect.”’ 3 | 

‘And if we knew who was behindat all -——’’ 

‘We do know,’ asserted Clif, impressively. 

‘CA])P? fluttered Vic, his eyes snapping. 

“yes At least we may know the identity of the 
person whio sent that box.” 


‘That is everything. Whois he?” 

“The man,’ said Clif, steadily, putting his hand 
in his pocket and drawing it out again—‘‘the man 
who tied that knot.”’ 

“Qlif, fairly shouted the electrified Vic, as lus 
companion exhibited the string that had surrounded 
the box package. 

In a flash he read what Clif had read. 

‘Vou see? insinuated Clif. 

“The knot? Yes!’’ answered Vic, huskily. 

“Tt is the triple diamond knot.’’ 


“The same employed in tying his necktie——”’ 

‘By the visiting Russian general, Souvaliel, ex- 
actly !’? nodded Clif. 

“(He sent that package!”’ 


“Vic,’?? pronounced Clif, convincedly, ‘Che sent it. 
I reason‘that this Grenoble is an enemy whom he 
fears, whom he hired the knife-throwers to kili 
They failed. Souvalief saw the ring, recognized it 
as belonging to Grenoble. He had his servant inves- 
tigate how I got it. Chawncey De Lawncey told, 
with imaginary details. Souvalief thought I knew 
who Grenoble was. He abjured me to deliver that 
box as involving life and death, and that I would 


place it in Grenoble’s hands speedily. It would have . 
annihilated him.’? 


Clif was indignant at the peril to which ruthless 
hands had exposed his fellow cadets aud himself, 
solicitous for the welfare of the fugitive, Adrian | 
Grenoble, most of all anxious to learn more of the ae 
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blind inillionaire’s beauitful daughter, to whom 
Souvalief was said to be engaged. | 

Clif said nothing further as they started for the 
acadeiny, but Vic knew that the formidable clew he 
lad secured as to the identity of the sender of the in- 
fernal machine—the triple diamond knot—Clif was 
determined to run down. 

There were routine. duties to attend to, and for 
two hours they did not see much of one another. 

‘Chi is going to the city,’’ Vic decided, and held 
himself in readiness to accompany him, hoping he 
would be asked. | 


He came quite eagerly into their room after the 
evening hour of study. 

“Got permission for the evening off, Clif?” he 
hazarded. 


“IT have not!’’ answered Clif, with a set, o1inous 
contraction of his firm lips. 
Vic indulged in a brief, low whistle. 
“°That’s queer!’’ he commented, 
‘Yes, it is, in fact,’? adinitted Clif. a 
“You generally get what you ask for.” 
The superintendent is away, and could not. be 
| asked.”’ 
‘But his represeutative ?”? 
‘One of the instructors is in charge. He refused 
temporary leave of absence, peremptorily.”? 
‘You don’t say so!”? 


‘And was crabbed about it, too.” 
~ What’s up, Clik?’ 
“Chawncey De Lawncey.”? 
OR) pr s 
‘Yes,’ explained Clif, quite testily, ‘‘that precious 
maripot has got the whole class under suspicion. It 
seeiis, when le came home from that ‘sweetheart’ 
sell, lie proceeded to get himself in fighting trim, by 
: “somewhere and somehow getting hold of a bottle of 
ne swine. or | < Soe 
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“That's his crowd, every time!” said Vic,. with. 
Oo y : 
ie it is not ours, and I told _the officer so. 
Chawncey was making a show of himself, and had. 
to be locked up—won’t tell where he got the liquor, 
aud the eutire Fourth Class 1s to be laid under stzich 
embargo until the source of supply is iio wisn : 

“Did you tell that it was important that we—tha 
is, you—go to the city ?”’ inquired Vie. ‘ 

“Tt was useless, so—we will go anyway. 

Vic roused up. | 

‘We? he insinuated. 

‘Ves. J want you with me.”’ 

“You mean to take Frencli leave ?”’ 

“JT yiean to do as a duty what we all do asa lark 
many a time,’’ answered Clif, producing from his 
clothes bag an exquisitely made ladder of rope and 
steel that had served for more than one surreptitious 
scaling of the academy walls. “Tam going to face. 
this Souvalief.’’ 

“Do you know where he is?” 3 : 

“Phat I will probably have no difficulty in finding 
out.’? | 3 | 

‘And accuse 1m ?”? ! 
(Ask me that two hours from now, Vic,’ said 
Chit “and. 1-ean probably answer you more defi- 
nitely..”’ 3 
“JT ynderstand,’? nodded Vic. ‘‘You never make a 
rash break, and never will. We are going scotting, 
so to speak. When you have got the enemy cor- 
nered vou will know just what to ao”? CO 
‘hese two hours were interesting ones for Vic 
Rollins, for they were replete with adventure. 
He knew his energetic chum so well that. he was 
confident that before the evening was over sone 
pretty enlivening developments would be forced to 
the surface. Bie TET Pa | | 
. Getting away from quarters, over tle sentry- — 24 
guarded wall, toa hotel where the cadets always, Y 
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felt at homie, a sort of city rallying place—tls prog- 
ress was attained with no especial | “hindrance. 

At the hotel Vic was told to remain in waiting, 
and Clif sped away on some mission bent that he did 
not see fit to explain nor did Vic ask. 

Clif looked more grim and serious than ever wlien 
he reappeared. 

“Come on,’’? he said, not even sitting down to 
rest. 

“Round out something, Clif??? intimated Vic. 

‘€All I need to know.”? 

‘Have you seen the Russian ?”’ 

‘(We are going to see him now.”’ 

SCAT) 1? 

‘‘He 1s at a ball.’”’ | 

‘At a ball?’’ repeated Vic, wonderingly. 

“Ves? said Clif. ‘‘From wuat I learn he is to 


Jeave Annapolis iminediately after it. We can’t 


afford to let-him get away without an explanation,”’ 
went on Clif, signincantly. 
‘Then you intend——”’ 
‘“’To go to the ball, too.’ 
“Rh ??? startled Vic, and suggestively looked 
down their careless undress front. 
‘Oh! it is a masque ball, I forgot to explain,’? 
said Clif. 
‘Then—— 
‘“We must go in costume.’’ 
‘‘How are you going to get in?”’ 
“Pid you ever know of a place an Annapolis na- 


» 


) 


val cadet couldn’ t get into when he had made up 


his mind ?”’ | 
‘““Vour sort never! that’s so,’’? nodded Vic, ein- 


phatically. 


Thirty minutes later Vic Rollins stood looking at 
himself in a full length mirror and at his companion 
before a second one, at a costuiner’s establislment to 
which. Clif had - apt led him upon Saving the 
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Clif wore a cavalier’s cloak, sword, wig, lone, 
drooping hat, and mustacliios. 

Vic made up very comfortably as a hosed and 
doubletted invnheer of early Holland. 

A light eve mask perfected an assumption that 
was il] a ineasure a most successful disguise. 

Ten minutes later a handsome carriage driven by 
two spirited bays, secured at a livery stable near by, 
landed the naval cadets in style grand and resplend- 
eit at the doors of one of tle most aristocratic man- 
sions on Marvland Avenue. 


<< 


CHALLENGED! 


A sharp quiver traversed Clif Faraday’s frame, 
but it was no tremor of his own well regulated 
nerves. 

It was cominunicated by a white dainty handker- 
chief that momentarily rested in his own during thie 
evolutions of a quadrille, and the naval cadet’s eyes 
snapped intelligently behind his silken mask. 

‘*Miss Morton—the blind millionaire’s daughter!’ 
murmured Clif, and the daring, gritty hero favorite 
of Annapolis academy knew that he had scored point 
one! 

There had been no difficulty in passing the stately 
butler at the spacious doors of the brightly illumi- 
nated mansion. 

Then Clif and Vic had separated, and now, at that 
quick hand quiver at a sharp, gasping breast of his 
partner in the formal dance, Clif guessed who she 
was, and guessed aright. 

For the eyes shrinking beneath the delicate mask 
were fixed on the ring on Clif’s finger—the snake 
circlet that had that morning produced so vivid an 
effect upon the Russian general, Souvalief. 
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‘Miss Morton ?’’ ventured Clif, and deftly drew 
his partuer to one side, for she began to sway as if 
about to faint. | 

“Yes! yes!” panted the fluttering voice. ‘Tell 
me—oli! lead me somewhere—I—:miust rest!” 

He felt her tremble as he led her away from the 
whirling maskers and to a part of the conservatory 
where utter seclusion promised. 

‘“ You-—you——”’ she began, hesitatingly, as Clif 
sat down beside her. 

‘Am only a naval cadet!”? 

“Oh! what shall I say?’? reached Clif’s keen 
hearing in the faintest of murmurs. 

‘‘What shall I??? spoke Clif, boldly, determined 
to use no ceremony in reaching a crisis that was 
necessary. ‘‘Miss Morton, let.us not play at cross 
purposes! You are in distress—I ain hoping to be of 
friendly service to you.’ 

‘“But—why? How? Just one question: that 
Ting ?”? 

“Lister 2. 

Time was limited—at any moment there night be 
an interrutpion. 

To forestall it Clif kept his eyes fixed on the con- 
servatory arcliway, while he rapidly, clearly, frankly 
told all of lis strange connection with that strange 
circle of gold’ and SEIS, . 

Before he was half way through he was convinced 
of two facts: Miss Morton dreaded, despised. the 
Russian general—she loved the fugitive, Adrian 
Grenoble. | ; 

‘What shall I do—oh, what-shall I do?” she fal- 
tered, wringing her hands in indescribable anguish. 

‘Return confidence for confidence.’ 

“I am powerless—it would break nly father’s 
heart! his man an assassin! And poor Adrian! 
poor Adrian!” 

‘You niust enlighten me if you wish me to help 
you,’’ urged Clif, decisively. ‘That is better—con- 
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reminded of his eo of peaiide, Eas welcomed him. 


trol yourself—I aim treagurine every word—do not 
hesitate—it is not too late—I will save you— 
zounds!”? ; 

That last word was spoken to himself by Clif Fie a: 
day, and with its utterance le arose and the courtly 
gentleman supreme handed his fair companion over 
to a recent partuer wlio had come in search of her, 

It was Souvalief, and from behind his mask” his 
evil eves took in the naval cadet witha dangerous 
glare ere ile led Miss Morton back to the dancing 
roonl. : | | 

Clif stood where he had been left behind—iin- 
pressed, ainazed in doubt. 


Ringing yet in lis ears the fluttering, fervent story 
the agitated girl had told seemed difficult to analyze, 
startling 1n the extreme. 

A form flitted past the archway, peered in, and 
Vic was bv the side of his cadet friend. 

“Round out anything 2??? he pressed, quickly. 

“ERvervthing!’’ 

“Phat was the millionaire’s daugliter ?”’ 

‘That was Miss Morton,’ assented Clif. 
we have a hard combination to tackle! ye 

“Explain : Re 


‘A year avo, while the blind millionaire was in 
Europe, he was rescued, helpless, from a DEEnEnG 
building, by General Sonvalier 

COP inere couldn’t have been much risk!’ m_ ttered 
Vic. 

“There was. It was a heroic deed. Mr. Morton, 
being blind—never saw lis rescuer; in fact, never 
met him again, for Souvatief ‘was merely hastily. 
passing throueh the city. But he never forgot liana 
wrote him, thanking him, offered him half lis for- 
tune,.“He returned to Annapolis. Traveling with his 
daughter, a week ago in Annapolis, here the Russian 
suddenly appeared. Mr Morton was overjoved to be 
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as a son—hie wislies him for ason. He has ordered 
his daughter to marry him.” 

‘‘And she loves another ?”? 

‘Adrian Grenoble.” 

MAndhe——? 


‘Her father’s former secretary, was accused of 
forgery in Baltimore a few davs since, and ‘ Miss 
Morton supposed, was in custody there till I ex- 
plained about the ring.’? . 

“Clif, what do vou make out of it all?” 

‘Nothivg further than that Souvalief has puta 
rival out of the way by false arrest, and when hie 
escaped and reappeared here, employed his minions 
to kill him.’ 

‘A summary, blood-thirsty species of wretch he 
must be!”? 

‘We know that, Miss Morton believes it, but her 
father never would, and the public would mistrust 
our story. It seems that Souvalief has a vacht here. 
After the ball he is to convey her father and_ herself 
on a cruise to Cambridge, where they are to be 
quietly married. ”? | 

‘‘Are you going to stop him?” 

Clif Faraday’s eyes gave a resolute sulap. 

“IT shall try!? he answered. ‘‘Do not be seen 
with ne. The Russian noticed that Miss Morton 
was agitated. He gave mea dangerous look. Be 
vigilant, watch around for his friends if ally are 
here. I will keep track of Miss Morton, and think 
out some plan to act on before the evening is over.”? 

Vic glided away. Clif lingered a moment or two. 
Then, to his surprise, he saw Vic hastily recross the 
archway space and half conceal himself behind a 
large flowering palin. 

Almost iminediately two other forms entered the 
place. ) 

One was the man who had just led Miss Morton 
_ -away—Souvalief—the other appeared to be some 
friend: ’ SU cs | | 
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Vic thrilled—he had never yet seen Clif quite so 
stern, so uncompromising, so strangely set in Ins 


he ees 


own way, and that way scarcely in harmony with 


American ethics of self-defense. . 

“Chf!?? he again whispered—“‘the academy !”’ 

‘'T am maintaining its honor.’’ 

“The superintendent —the rules — duelling— 
done” | 

“‘T will resign fromm the academy !”’ 

Souvalief slipped. aay from the conservatory for a 
moment, evidently to have some word with his 
flaucee. 

By aside entrance, taking in the dressing room 
on the way, the quartette departed from the bright 
ausion into tlie dark night, bent ona grim miis- 
sion. 7 
‘Two in front, two behind, in rapid lockstep, chial- 
lenging party and challenged tnoved silently along. 

The Russian piloted the way—he turned into a 
dark street, crossed an alinost vacant half square, di- 
verged where a lane jutted in fifty yards from the 
main thoroughfare, and to Clif’s surprise, halted in 
front of an isolated stone building that seemed to 
have once been a shop or storehouse. 

“Why do you bring us here?’’? demanded the 
naval cadet, suspiciously. 

‘‘ Because it 1s a better place for our purpose than 
a public hotel,’? snapped the Russian. ‘‘You are 

afi sid on 

‘Afraid! Proceed! If it was dark and deadly as 
your prison deus of Siberia, I would follow you— 
now. 

There was a light in a rear part of the building— 
it shone slightly through the chinks of a blind, but 
Souvalief did not knock. 

He approached a heavy door, unlocked it, lit a 
lamp, and the quartette stood ina bare, bléak room, 
about twenty feet square. 

Souvalief proceeded to a closet. He removed 
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“thence a long, light box. This he threw on the 
floor. | | Lae 
He tipped its cover with his foot: ‘I'hen the ca- 
dets observed that it held swords, foils, practice 
gloves—an outfit conglomerate and probably Russian. 
“One word!’ spoke Souvalief, as he picked up 
one of the swords and set its point in the floor, “I do 
not know you—and I ask once again, vour name ?’’ 

Clif was sileut, awaiting the speaker’s next words. 

‘Task, further, why you were paving attentions 
to Miss Morton—what you said to agitate her?” 

“We came here to work—not to talk!’ observed 
Clif, coolly. 

‘‘T shall kill you, then!’ hissed the Russian, stung 
by the sneer to the quick. ‘‘Unmask! I am Souva- 
lef, a Russian nobleman. You are——”? , 

( be 

Faraday, cadet.”? 

‘* Perdition!” 

The word rang out as if wrenched from the man’s 
very vitals. 

As Clif removed his imask and his face stood re- 
vealed, the Russian whitened tu the lips with a 
stupeftying surprise, reeled back aghast. 

Half purposely Clif had extended his palm so as to 
show the ring—his eyes pitiless, questioning, trans- 
fixed the frightened stare of the unnerved Souvalief. 

‘“Now,’’ spoke Clif, ‘‘you know me! I am the 
persou who helped defeat the murderous intention of 
your hired knife-throwing bravos, who received your 
dynamite present for Mr. Adrian Grenoble: I have 

‘told your unhappy fiancee everything, and I am 20- 

ing to prove you a scoundrel to the world after I 

have shown that you are a coward. ‘Ihe swords!— 

~ they are the bully’s resource in such an instance in 
this country, but I would face vou if the weapons 
were red-hot iron pokers!”? | 
~The Russian was terribly unnerved. Vic almost 
believed that clever, far-sighted Clif had counted on 
some way all along to carry his point of thus corner- 
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ne this man without engaging in the half civilized 
““code’’ of duelline. 

‘““T__] refuse !’’ quavered Souvalief. 

Vic regarded the shrinking, palpitating fellow in 
sheer surprise. 

“How is this??? murmured his friend. 

“He is—Faradav !”’ 

“CA cadet, it seems, yes—whiat of it?’ 

f’Mie cadet! Do you know his reputation??? 
breathed Souvalief, for only his second’s ears, but 
the cadets overheard. ‘SA real fighter! No! Not the 
swords—not the swords! with Jim!” 

Clif smiled contemptuously, Vie with a thrill of 
positive pride. 

Souvaliet had heard, then, of the all around crack 
champion of the Seadenik. who had carried off first 
honors in a recent official gyninasium bout at the 
foils. 


He was afraid of his opponent—Chf had kept his 
promise, and was proving him a coward. 

“He is unworthy of my steel!’’ blustered the Rus- 
sian, seeing that lie was making a paltry figure, and 
seeking to conceal fear with braggadacio. ‘‘I will 
beat him as they dothe serfs! I will not place iivself 
amenable to the law here that frowns on cold steel. 
Hard fists—I will drub him!” 

Instantly Souvalief snatched upa pair of gloves 
from the box, tossed them to Clif, and began draw- 
ing ol others himself, 


They were light four ounce sparring mittens, and 
Vic could not exactly comprehend what lad tempted 
the Russian to so abruptly alter lis tactics. 

Clif was steadfast as granite—cool as an iceberg. 

**Very well!’’ he said, simply. 

Vic did not like the- progress of affairs any more 
than he did the place and the men. 

The one was sinister, forbidding—between the 
two some E aur undertoned words. had heres 
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There was a little preliminary sparring—Clif 
warded—the other pressed hotly. 

Finally the Russian got in a blow. 

It was a light one, upon the temple—a mere 
feather brush, Vic traced. 

To his infinite amazement, however, his comrade 
recoiled, reeled, went down like a shliot. 

Clif Faraday was ‘‘kuocked out!”? 
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Clif lost consciousness with a shock—life came 
back with a thrill, but the brief section intervening 
was a perplexing blank. 

He lay on a bare: floor in darkness—lis first 
thought was of the cause of his present situation, 

‘The scoundrel’s gloves were leaded!’’ instantly 
divined Clif. 

Souvalief at first, haphazard, fearing he was a spy, 
a nieddler, had sought to frighten—discovering who 
he really was, he had employed trickery. 

The slungshot tip of the treacherous mitten had 
struck Clif’s temple, and here was the result. 

‘Now, where have they put me, and what has 
become of Vic?’’ pursued Clif. ‘‘Perhaps he is here 
also.”? 

— Chf could only surmise that Vic, too, had been 
downed, else he would not be here, apparently a 
prisoner. 

Clif-was a prisoner, and Vie was not in the same 
apartient—the naval cadet after a brief investiga- 
tion ascertained tins. 

He was not bound, but the room had a grated door 
and a grated window, and was strong as a jail. 
‘Hark!’ whispered Clif to himself. 

Below voices Path vaguely,: eyes echoed. 
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Clif got down to apply his ear to the floor, and dis-— 
covered something. 

“A trap door,” he traced, and managed to lift it 
open. "Here is.a mirsterv.?? - | 

The rough reversed lath and plastering of the 
celling beneath showed. 

‘IT see,’? soliloquized Clif—‘‘when the floor below 
was finished that stopped a former outlet. I aust 
hear and see, some wav !”? 

Chi took out his swotd—it had been: left with 
him, it seemed, 

The cavalier mantle impeded, and Clif denuded 
hiuself of his masque finery aud set at work on his 
usual brisk cadet basis solely. 

Cautiously, he inserted the sword point into the 
plastering, his intention being to bore a tiny hole. so 
he could peer through. 

The throwing back of the trap-door rendered the 
voices below more clearly audible now. 

‘It’s lit,’? spoke a voice. ‘‘Now, then, hustle—in 
three minutes she goes off! | 

“And the cadet aloft goes up—in a blaze of 
glory!’ 

‘And the one below—down!”’ 

This was enlightening—Vic was also a captive, 
then ? 

It was startling, too, and as Clif comprehended 
that dynamite was to play another part in Souvalief’s 
murderous projects, he was momentarily unsteadied. 

He pressed the sword point too far, the plastering 
gave, and Clif, borne off his. balance, toppled for- 
ward, 

Amid a cloud of dust, a crash, a clatter, the cén- 
cerned naval cadet plunged, his foot caught among 
the laths and beams and there he hung, nlidway to 
the floor of the room beneath. 

‘‘Destruction !”” 

‘*The cadet!’ 

_“Squealch him!” 
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Three voices Clif heard, rapid, startled—three 
men he made out. ‘Iwo he decided instantly were 
the knife throwers. ‘he other was the man who had 
accompatied Souvalief hither. 3 

The room was the one where the ‘‘duel’’ had oc- 
curred. Jn one corner stood an ominous appearing» 
= round object, and from it trailed a sputtering fuse. 
he men had recognized their resuscitated victim, 
aud made a combined dash for him. 

Clif could not detach his foot at once. He had the 
sword still in his clutch, however. 

Swish! Pe. : 

The advanéing trio retreated as briskly as they 
advanced, at the amazing spectacle of a dangling 
captive dauntlessly hacking out at everything that 
caine in his way. 

‘The keen blade met the headgear of one of the 
ruffians, cutting it squarely in two as it was sent 
spinning. 

“Get out of this!” ae . 

“Ves, the thing’s primed—dow? t delay !”’ 


‘““Rellows, we’re locked in!’ ~ 
COW hat?’ 


‘*Tinpossilbe ! 
One of the men ran to a corner and seized a pail 
| of water, flinging it over the hissing fire fuse to ex- 
fe. Cuipuisir it 
Then the trio glared blankly at one another—in 
turns thev tried the door. 
2 ‘Treachery!’ hissed one. 
“*Can it. be possible ?”’ 
“It is possible, for it’s so!’’? sounded a voice just 
outside. ‘*‘ You dave been locked in here by the man 
who hired yvou!”’ 


“Vic! ejaculated Clif, i] ged las surprise, as 
he recognized the tones. 
%, Clif gave his foot a hitch, came down sprawling, 
| righted. himself, aud sweeping a clear ee with: his 
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sword reached the door, sending the paleand startled 
trio huddled back into a corner. 

“It ais you, Vie?’’? he hailed through the stout 
panels. 

‘That is you!’’? answered Vic, joyfully. ‘‘Those 
inen ??? | 

‘fAre cornered.’’ 

‘You are armed ?”’ 

aC Rey | 

‘Tam going to unlock the door. Keep them at 
bay. All right! Now then, for a little explana- 
fens > a 


Vic opened the door far enough to slip through, 
re-secured it, planted himself against it side by side 
with Clif, and held a pistol to menace the perturbed 
and shrinking trio.  . | 

Rapidly he whispered to Clif what had occurred. 

When Souvalief had dealt the treacherous blow 
with the leaded glove it had been a signal for. his 
companion to jump at. Vie with a club. Cae 

The latter’ had been left for dead in the next 
rool. < | 


Then Souvalief had ordered his accomplice to 
sumion “‘the other two,’’ arrange to blow up the 
place with their unconscious victims and ‘‘get to the 
yacht.”” ae | 


Vic had recovered. He had seen the ominous can 
of explosives carried into the room, he had seen 
Souvalief—supposedly gone—sneak back and lock 
the heavy door on his three confederates, and then 
light the fuse of a second can outside, whicli he— 
Vic—had extinguished as soon as the Russian was 
gone. | 


“You three!” hailed Clif, as he took in this te- 
cital, ‘‘do you understand that while you were obey- 
ing orders to destroy us, your precious employer 
locked you in helplessly, intending that you should 
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One of the knaves eritted lis teeth, a second 
hissed out a hot, vengeful malediction. 7 = 
“The treacherous assassin!’ snarled the third. 

‘(We have vou in check,’’ pursued Clif, smoothly. 

“We have only to summon the police to send the 
last one of you to the penitentiary for life!’’ 

“Sword spearing, dynamite—why! the academy 
crowd would lynch them!’ declared Vic. 

‘“We—we didn’t put up the job!’ stammered one 
of the three. 

“No, the man did who has played you, like the - 
snake he 1s, but vour guilt is not lessened. What do 
vou think of him, anyway ?” 

There was a triple growl—fierce, vengeful, earn- 
est. : 

‘Now, then,’’? pursued Clif, ‘SIT will tell you what 
we are going to do with you. In the first place, tie 
vou up securely. Vic, I cover them while you pro- 
ceed.”? 

There was a show of resistance, but speedily 
quelled by Clif’s menacing eye, and Clif’s ready 
weapons. | 

The men were tied as only an expert in ‘‘knotol- 
ogv’’—as the average naval cadet is—could tie them. 

‘We shall leave vou here till we find Souvalief,’’ 
vouchsafed Clif. ‘‘Back to the ball, Vic.’’ 

‘You'll find Souvalief at no ball! 179 blurted one of 
the men. 
= ‘“Won’t we?’ insinuated Clif. 
ia ‘‘Nor lus lady love, nor her father,’’ went on the 
: fellow, sullenly. : 
aS ' Where will we, then ?”’ . 

‘That's telling!” 

‘' Suppose you tell ?”’ 

‘‘Huh! ‘lo be jugged, soon as you get him? Not 
miucl: 1?” 
EB. Clif eved the speaker Speculatively.. 

Le “*My ina,’ he said. * ‘are you A ik for a proposi- ae 
: oes ee | | 
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“Tf it’s a dead bargain!’ 

‘‘No, a live one, birt all your way. ” 

“opie, ati” 

“Give us our points, throw up hands on a scoun- 


drel who would make away with his pals, and I 


promise you,.soon as we.corner him, you shall go 
scot free.” =. | | 
‘No judge ??’ 
“None. ’? 
‘“Nor jug ?”? 
‘*Less yet’? | 
‘“Verv well. You will find Souvalief—if you’re 


quick——at a place he’s been staving on the quiet to 


perfect Jug plaus.’? 

‘©Where is it?’ 

The man described a house on a_ residence street 
about half a imiule distant. 

‘Rest easy,’’ said Clif tothe three men. ‘‘We 
will keep our promise. No more ceremony, Vic, 


REA . 
“with a ruffan on whoin we hayve——’? 


“The dead einch! Come on! 


“Say ?? called out the man who had been so 


talkative. — 

Well??? queried Clif. 

“If your chase leads you to pon valet s yvacht——”’ 

ie Veg 2 DE Es Baty 

‘‘Look out for squalls !’’ 

phy h })? 

‘fAnd if you find him yet at the honse——”’ 

owe 6S,a9ain f° 

‘Don’t let him get lis paws first on a camera that 
stands on the brary table.’’ 

‘SWhy - not??? 

The man’s two companions were growling at him, 
as. if remonstrating against his giving too much 
away. ; 

Half disregardful, only, he answered Clif, a Jong, 
expressive wink accompanying : 

“‘A word to the wise is sufficient.”’ 
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“What does he mean: ”» ciebiobed: Vic, as they 
got outside after securing the door safely. | 
‘We will try and find out.” | 3 z 
Fifteen minutes later the twain had located the 
house described by the Russian’ S talkative accoll- | 
plice. 
Vic had gone to the rear—Clif went up the front | 
steps and tried the door. ‘ 
It was not locked. He cautiously entered a long 
hallway. 3 

He heard some one euter a room—from another— 
caught the gleain of light under a door. Clif turned 
its knob and stood in sudden view of Souvalief. 

“Vou !—never!’’ shouted the Russian, recoiling. .— 

“Oh, yes—it is I!’’ nodded Clif, tranquilly ; ‘‘iny- 
self and my friend!’? and he suggestively glinted 
the pistol he held at lus side. 

An impressive tableau figure—white, baffled, un- 
decided—the Russiau SEaod rooted, glaring at Clif 
across a table. | 


} 


He had been burning papers ina grate, and a 
hatchet used in cutting kindling Jay on its mantel 
shelf. 

Suddeny he grasped this—suddenly he dove back 
for the table. 


‘The camera!’ breathed Clif—for there upon the 
table was that object, and Clif remeimbered what the 
man back at the stone house had hinted about it. 

It must be important, for Souvalief’s evident in- 

re tent was to destroy it. 

a Up caine the hatchet for a stroke that would an- 
nihilate, and Clif foresaw he could not deter it. 

But aoe hatchet fairly met the camera, soime- 
thing unexpected intervened. 


Shielded under the table, some one there hirking’ : 
seized one corner of the spread. | 
It was Vic, who had got into the house and the 
— room in some Inysterious: way—hiding in the dark- 
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ness as Souvalief entered the room and Clif located 
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) jh. 
‘ The hatchet grazed the camera and split into the 
bare table with a crashing thud, as the spread was a 
4 jerked violently. a 
fl _ Off on the floor it rolled. Vie crept out, and Clif oa 


nade a spring for the rufhan they had run to home 
cover at last. | 


CHAPTER XI. 
DYNAMITE! 


Crash! 
Of all the rapid adventures Clif had ever shared, 
that eventful night seemed to hold its double quota. 

Two minutes after Vie had rescued the mysterious 
camera, the scene had again shifted like magic. 

Vic had secured the prize, but the Russian had 
baffled Clif. « | | 
- He had swung out the hatchet before the naval 
cadet could reach him, smashed the lamp, and sped 
away in the darkness. | 

Clif liad pursued. Out through the rear garden, 
across its wall into an alley, over a fence and up a 
huge pile of empty barrels and packing cases the 
Russian scurried. 
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: As he reached the end of the heap he sprang out 
: of sight. a1 
cae Clif saw hin plainly, for a glare he took for a fire f 
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silhouetted the fugitive for a flashing second. val 

- As he vanished the force of his leap sent the box Ee 

pile toppling. — Bs 

It came rushing down like an avalatiche. Clif Be 

leaped to evade, was buffeted, banged, and then swal- = 
lowed up he knew not how. | Z 


His stunned senses came back slowly. He felt 
lninself being swaved along, heard cheery shouts— 
there was a fling, a clatter, and Clif sprang upright 
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to find himself—the inmate of a great packing case 
over which the cover had been loosely placed, and 
which had just been flung into the midst of a_ great, 
roaring bonfire! 

A yell from acrowd of surrounding men and boys, 
greeted the marvelous spectacle of a “full rigged na- 
val cadet arising phoenix-like from the flames! 

Clif cleared the box, the fire, the scene, like a 
phantom—asking for no explanation, waiting to 
give none. 

He understood that a crowd celebrating a _ local 
election had chanced to select the box he had ttin- 
bled into for fuel, had unwittingly carried him to the 
bonfire. 

Clif cared not for what he escaped—all his thoughts 
were fixed on the man who had escaped him. 

“Fhe yacht)?’ 

That suggestive theme was the sole one occupying 


his mind, as he rushed back for the house, found no ~~ 
anne VIG; dashed for the prison pice of the Russian’s i 
~ .three accomplices. ~ Pe 


A brief parley, large promises, severe threats, and 
Clif sped for the bay front, 

The clocks were tolling three as the gritty naval 
cadet stepped aboard a large-sized craft with one 
light showing in its forward cabin. 

He counted all his recent arduous exertions as 4 
nothing as he made out a familiar figure through the ) 
widow. 

Souvalief séemed to have at that moment arrived 
—without a moment’s hesitation Clif-wasin his com- 
pany. i 
He shut the door after” him, he braced his. back 
against it, he confronted thie astounded Russiay, 

OTiill as Nemesis. oe, 
‘Again !?’ shouted Souvalief, aor 
os Again, and always!’’ answered Chif. ‘‘I have r 


- you covered, and I will not spare the powder this 
BS time, if you apm DE any tricks ~~ ee 
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Souvalief backd to the wall, white, but wicked 
looking as ever. | 

“I reckon you can’t be downed!” he laughed, 
huskily. ‘‘See here, you have me, and you can show 
me up hard!’? } | 

‘“You may well adinit that!’ 


‘A royal berth in the royal Russian navy wouldn’t. 


tempt you to let up on me?” 

‘You talk pretty modern English for a foreigner, 
but—no! I| prefer the American eagle to the Russian 
bear, every time!?’ 

‘Bah! And a sure, spot cash ten thousand or so?” 

‘“Couldi’t think of it—vou see, force of habit 
inakes me too true tomy colors to palter with a——”’ 

‘‘Dynainiter!’ so suddenly, so fiendishly hissed 
souvalief that Clif was fairly startled. ‘‘Cadet!’’ he 
continued, with blazing eyes of desperation, ‘‘if one 
thing comes out about me, all follow. I will not face 
it. My liberty—take the rest. I demand it, or this! 
that! Be warned!’ 


The fellow had placed his hands behind him—- 


Clif saw that they covered two buttons sunk in the 
woodwork. 

‘Listen!’ pursued the monster, ‘‘I intended 
blowing to nothingness the millionaire, to get his 
willions after I had wedded his daughter. ‘They are 
now aboard in the next cabin. I swear to add_ you, 
the girl, all hands, to the list if you do not allow me 
to escape !’’ | 

(Clit felt his hair rise on end—the mau was in earn- 
est. | 

‘Do you understand me?’’ hissed the horrible 
wretch. ‘‘I press these Knobs—the hold is stored 
with dynamite.’ 

‘* Press them !”’ 

Clif thrilled. | 

A door had swung open—the speaker had appeared 
in full view. ‘“‘I have disconnected the wires,’ he 
anuounced, | vie? 
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She appeared at the threshold. 
wiurderer 
by the side of his devoted daugliter. 


brave! to whom we owe everything; help me get 
this nian his just deserts: ; 


—a blow had sent him stunned, bleeding, to the 
floor. 


him to be a slippery, dangerous foe. 
comfture—the millionaire. 


“He is a villain, but I cannot forget gratitude!” 


three captives. 


to Clif. ‘‘Is this Mr. Grenoble? They confess the 
whole scheme that placed you in the position of a 
forger.”” 


‘CA drian is innocent!’ 


eral Souvalief.’’ 


that somehow had not struck him before. | 
“No. He has simply been trifling with the grate- 
ful instincts of this kind-hearted old man.’? 


credulously. | 
“This camera proves it—or, rather,  will,’’ “ 
affirmed Vic. a 
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“Adrian Genoble!’’ gasped the baffled Russian. 


‘(Miss Morton is safe.’’ 
“Her father knows vou as a mercenary, heartless 
1) 


The gray-haired old millionaire stood trembling 


‘“And—no! Now then, Faraday! bravest of the 


Cit bad A A 


Souvalief had sprang at Grenoble to throttle him 


They secured him, hand and foot, for they knew 
Only one person seemed. grieved at his final dis- 
‘(He saved my life!’ he iurmured, feelingly. 


There was a quick step, a new arrival—Vic. 
Like Clif, he had got track of the yacht from the 


“Those fellows have told mea lot more,’’ he said 


“To vou hear, father?’ fluttered Miss Morton— 


“Yes, but General Souvalief?”’ 
“AN! said Vic, ‘let ine remark—he isn’t Gen- 
b) 


“What's that!’ cried Clif, struck by a thought 


‘Not Souvalief!’? murmured the millionnaire in- 
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‘“How is that??? propounded Clif. 

‘One of those three fellows ran across a Russian 
sailor who hada book containing portraits of many 
notable Russians.”? 

‘“*T see,’’ nodded Clif. | 

‘*He couldn’t buyer borrow it, for the sailor was 
leaving the city. An idea struck him. Hetook a 
photograph of the photograph, to blackmail Souva- 
lief, who gave him a big sum for it. Developed, that 
will be the start in proving Souavlief te be just what 
lis accomplices declare——”’ 

‘And what is that??? inquired Grenoble. 

‘CA professional dynamiter, from Russia, who be- 
caine aware of Mr. Morton’s rescue by Souvalief, 
and has been playing the general for a bride—a for- 
Erne: 7: 

“What a merciful release from a villain!’ mur- 
inured the millionaire, fervently. 

“What can I say to you?’’ spoke Adrian Grenoble 
as he extended a hand to Clif—‘‘see what vou have 
restored to me!’’ | 

The blushing, happy girl upon his arm looked her 
loveliest at Clif. 


‘Yes, indeed! What shall we say?’ she mur- 


mured, gratefully. 

“Say ‘what all the fellows at the Annapolis Naval 
Academy say of their friend, chum, and hero!’’ sug- 
gested Vic, euthusiastically. 

And whiat is that?’ asked the millionaire’ s beauti- 
ful daughter. 

“ Raraday forever !”? 


[THE END. ] 


The next number of True Blue will contain 
‘All For the Navy; or, Faraday’s Strange Orders, ss 
by Bong: buarke 2 Fitch: U. S. N. 
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. Clif Faraday’s Telling Blow; or, To Fame and Honor 


Through Shot and Shell. 

or, Lively Times at Home for Clif 
Faraday. 

or, The Naval Cadet’s 
Double Championship. 


. The New Plebe Champion; or, Faraday Righting a Serious 


Wrong. 
or, The Sky-Rocket Scout of 
the Cadet Corps. 


. Clif Faraday’s Night Watch; or, Within an Inch of His Life. 
. Civilian Against Plebe; or, Trying to Down Clif Faraday. 
. Clif Faraday’s Flying Leap; or, The Wonder Boat of 


Chesapeake Bay. 


. Chasing a Cannon Ball; or, Clif Faraday’s Midnight 


Race. 


. Clif Faraday’s Strongest Pull; or, Naval Cadets on a Hot 


Campaign. 


. Cadet and Sweetheart; or, Clif Faraday’s Danger Call. 
. Clif Faraday In Command; or, The Fight of His Life. 
. True to His Colors: or, The Dynamite Terror of Chesa- 


peake Bay. 


. All For the Navy; or, Faraday’s Strange Orders. 
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‘Naval Stories by a Naval Officer.”’ 


TRUE BLUE 
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This weekly is devoted to the stirring adventures of Our Boys in 
Blue. The famous naval officer, Ensign Clarke Fitch, U. S_N., 
has been engaged exclusively to write for this Library. 


LIST OF STORIES. 


. Clif Faraday on the New York; or, A Naval Cadet 
Under Fire. 
. Remember the Maine; or, Clif Faraday’s Rallying 
Cry. 
. “Well Done, Porter!”’ or, Clif Faraday’s Torpedo Boat 
Command. 3 
4. Clif Faraday Under Havana’s Guns; or, The Stroke 
fora Capture. 
5. A Traitor on the Flagship; or, Clif Faraday’s Strange 
Clue. 
6. A Mysterious Prize; or, Clif Faraday’s Thrilling 
Chase. 
7. Inthe Enemy’s Hands; or, Clif Faraday’s Eventful 
e Cruise. 
8. Out of Morro Castle; or, Clif Faraday’s Escape. 
g. Clif Faraday’s Test; or, The Mystery of the Unex- 
ploded Shell. 
10. The Shot that Won; or, Clif Faraday’s Steady Aim. 
1G In the Face of Death; or, Clif Faraday’s Gallantry. 
12. Clif Faraday Under Arrest; or, Court-martialed for 
_ Patriotism. 
13. Clif Faraday at Cardenas; or, Hot Shot Where It Did 
Most Good. 
14. Caughtin a Trap; or, Clif Faraday’s Terrible Set-Back. 
List Continued on Page 64. 


Price, FIVE Cents. For Sale by All Newsdealers. 
STREET & SMITH, Publishers, .% 81 Fulton St., New York. 


